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GAELIC RELICS, 


THE STRANGER GRAVE, OR MACKILDONICH AND 


THE SON OF ALPIN. 


The following fragment represents the vivid and 
unalterable sentiment of predilection for clinging to 
their ewn people ia life and in death, which so 
firmly united the individual attachments of the 
Gael with the prosperity of their clan. A Macgre- 


gor, mortally wounded, escaped from the battle of 


Methven; and being pursued by a host of foes, re- 
treated towards Glenorchy. He expired in afmiser- 
able horel, and his body being found, was inhumed 
far from the graves of his fathers. His gho-t is sup 
posed to appear besidethe bed of heath where re 
posed his sworn friend, a Macgregor, with the pa- 
tronymic Mackiidonich. Breaking the temporary 
rest of the living, the dead bewails the estrangement 
of his morta! remains from the dust of his clan.— 
Mackildonich removes the bones to the cemetery 
of his forefathers, and the troubled spirit retires to 
‘this airy cave of peace.”? The ghost is supposed to 
say :— 

Sweety slumbers Mackildonich, while low, a- 
mongthe dust of strangers, lies Macgregor of the 
race of kings. No friead, no kinsman bends over 
his unheeded grave. His dwelling is dark and lone- 
ly. The dry whistling grass and shaggy heath are 
the sole companions of mouldering limbs that hew- 
ed down ranks of the valiant in battle, and hung 
up to feed the eagles a host of the foes of Clan 
Alpin. Pale glimmers the silent moon over the un- 
heaped cairn, where noson of Alpin ever made his 
parrow house; but he, that restless spirit, still hey- 
ers in the clouds of hisownland. The blast of the 
forest drives fiercely ; and as drops from the stern 
rock the living stream, the tears of a gloomy shade 
pour down for his own people, wheo he sails through 
the mist of a land of strangers, His people live a- 
mong their own woody hills, or they die and are 
mingled with the dust of their own tribe; but he 
that is scattered to the earth of strangers, is rootless 
asa withered leaf tossed by angry gales.” 

Faintly over the wild vanished the mighty beam 
of renown. Mackildonich bere the warrior to the 
graves of his fathers of old, and in peace he lies in 
their earth. The uettle gray waves near, and the 
vew ofhecile is green at his head, The brave, the 
sonsof the Lrave, stand around; they have piled 
his caira to the skies. ‘The cairn rises meon by 
woop, and herves stand around, recalling the voice 
of his tame. B. G. 


weet 


THE FATAL ALTERNATIVE. 


The force that eloquence gives to the precepts 
of virtue, aad the security that rank brings to the 
preservation of character, are alike feeble in the 
conflict of passivos, and alike unavailing in those 
hours of trial, which the «onsent of mankind has in 
lenity called unguarded, ‘Ihe superiority of aund, 
the dignity of character, the awe ot virtue, and the 
tevor of fixed prnciples, are but words of course 
** when strong temptations try,’ when impulses are 
felt which cannot be resisted, and allurements are 
proposed whose effects are not understood, 

it Was not wani of understanding, it was not want 
of education, it wa» not the power of seduction, but 








“BORN TO NO MASTER, OF NO SECT ARE WE.”” 


it wasa perversity of thinking, formed of all these 


wants, which reduced Laura Belfont from an enviable 


rank among the good and the happy, to a state of 
which the happy shuddered, and the virtuous were 
appalled. The comfort of her parents, the delight of 
their eyes, and the pride of their heart, the admira- 


tien of one sex, and the envy of the other. Laura’s 
days promised length and happiness, The morning 
of life arose with splendour and beauty, but the dawn 


was scarcely visible, when the thickness of darkness 


overshadowed the prospect, and the evening of that 
day which promised so smilingly, hastened on with- 
out calmness, without serenity, without hope. 


She had married the man of her artless heart, but | 


not of her choice. Love only decidedly gave colour 
to the fate of a life which it would have required 
jadgment to adorn, and tenderness and fidelity to 
lengthen. Under the well wrought disguise of af- 
fection, her lover concealed the ently passion he was 
capabie of enjoying, avarice, and when by the pos- 


session her fortune tad gratified, the possession of 


her person lost the only charm it hed. He did not 
become careless, indifferent and brutal. He only 
threw off the mask, and appeared in his real charac- 
ter, without love, without principle, without tender- 
ness. Fond, yet not of her: sensual, yet palled with 
her beauties—ambitious, yet not of her affection ~he 
renewed his criminal correspondence with a woman 


j self down on the zrass, and indulzed in agonies of 
grief, which were to be no longer suppressed, 

All the horrors of her situation rose before her— 
the sad contrast between the days of youth and hap- 
piness, of admiration and vanity, and those miserable 
days and nights she has since suffered were active 
in her imagination. Putting her hand into her pock- 
et fora handkerchief to dry those tears, which once 
the proudest would have been happy todry up, she 
found a letter addressed to her by her father on the 
first news of her intended marriage ; there he, tho’ 
gently, upbraided her with want of confidence, sug- 
gested suspicions of the real character of her lover, 
and painted in lively colours the feelings of a parent 
‘and the duty of achild. This only was wanting to 
give fury to that speechless agony which now pos- 
sessed her soul—and surrounded as she was hy hor- 
'rors which cannot be described, she sought relief, 
where it is to be feared the miserable seek it in vain 
—she plunged into the river near her, and sunk in a 

moment to rise no mere ! 

But this unhappy fair one was not unobserved.— 
Two persons on horseback on the road had observed 
her, though at a considerable distance, and one of 
ithem put spurs to his horse, beckoning the other to 
foliow. They soon arrived at a place where the riv- 
/er was fordable, but too late for the relief of Laura, 
They procured assistance in finding the body, and 


; 


who had long triumphed over the boasted fidelity of /ConVeyed it to her lonely abode. The wretched 
the male sex, and had rendered her own vices ajhushand was not unmoved by the news of this, 


source of advantage and pride to herself. She had 
no character to lose, she envied every woman who 
possessed what, to ber, was irrecoverably lost. 


The gay,and sprightly Laura, for such she was in 
better times, was now softened down to the pen- 
sive tenant of a melancholy abode, in a lonely and 
remote part of thecountry, where all access to the 
consolations of friendship was denied her, and where 
she had full leisure to combine the worst reflections 
ofthe past withthe most agonizing prospects of the 
future. She seldom saw her husband, and knew no 
generosity from him, but that he allowed, and that 
barely, the necessaries of life. But to all its plea- 
sures she was im every sense of the word, cruelly 
mortified. Vice had corrupted his mind, and ail the 
finer feelings were warped by a narrow sensuulity, 
which was alike insatiable and impotent, and grati- 
fied by a repetition of pleasures that left no satisfac- 
tion, and only prepared for the days of remorse and 
despair, 

Laura was friendless—she had survived her par- 
ents; she was far removed from her ininatee ; she 
was guarded by creatures @f her husband's providing, 
whose hearts bad long since forgot to beat in the 
cause of injured innocence. She was in a situation 
where philosophy prescribes resignatrou, but were 
nature yields to sorrow. She was not formed fo; the 
asperities of life: alas! she had noue to calm the 
tumalt of her breast ; she had none to speak peace 
toa mind already troubled beyond the power of be- 
ing allayed. 

It was one of those miserable hours, when hope 
forsook her and fled—at a time when all the events 
of her life came in review before her, that she wan- 
dered into a park near her habiiation, separated 


from the road by a river. It was (here she sat ber-,;in her nature, or cee she 


! 





| which was speedily conveyed to him, but he objec- 
‘ted oniv ihat impulse which guided all his actions. 
He surmmed up all his crimes in one, and by an un- 
;sought sacrifice to the memory of his wife, he rushed 
| into the presence of bis Maker, with the guilt of his 
own and her blood on his devoted head. 

The conclusion of this narrative is perhaps po more 
than has often been inculcated, but itis what ought 
often to be repeated, that ** Though vice is constant- 
ly attended by misery, virtue itseif cannot confer 
‘happiness in this world, except it is animated with 
_the hopes ofa better, where complete justice shall 


na and where complete happiness shall have no 
,end,”” 


Laura ought to have yet sustained evils, which 
jhowever great, cannot without long experience, be 
deemed hopeless. But ber mind, originally not 
strong. was driven by the impatience of wrong, to the 


| fatal allernative—to suffer yet more, or to end all 
| precipitating herself into an uutimely grave. 


vera 


RURAL COUTRSHIP. 


Mr. Enitorn,—You must know, as how, Tam 
single young fellow, what you may call a plain coun 
try farmer, and |} never had much schooling, that’s 
ito be sure; I’ve got some money, and am tolerable 
, well to pass in the world, as we say. 
Howsomever, | have a mighty inclination to 
ichange my condition; | am indecd (as folks say) 
ower-head aud ears in love with a young woman, 
who lives within a stone’s cast of me; sol! sees her 
almost every day, and have told her my mind. over 
she is Mr. Editor, wounded cleyer, 
reads muiniy well, which is a fine 
crnel 
pins 











jand over again. 
and writes and 
ihine to he sure ! but for saitaushe is very 
would not see we 
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and grieve as 1 do, and not be off or on, a8 we say 
in our country. | believes in my conscience that she 
likes me; but she wou’t tell me so, but snubs and 
scolds mo sometimes, like any thing that a body 
need have more patience than Job ta bear it. Ye! 
what can one do? as I sometimes say; she’s got my | 
heart, that’s for sartain, and I can’t help liking her, 
do woat I will. 

Twas but the last Sunday that was, she walks 
bome from church with the schoolmaster’s son in our 
neighbourhood, who, folks say, is mighty learned, 
and talks Latin as faust as ligh!ning ; sol sees her | 
comming along, leaning upoa bisarm, and she brid- 
led and tost up her head, and looked scornfully 
upon poorl. My colour weutand come, and I felt 
i don’t know how: ’tis sure I did not shut my eyes 
all the night, that | did’nt, Iwas so mortally mad 
with her: and [| thought to myself I'd never go af- 
ter herany more: but In: ina great quandary about 
it, and can’t find in my heartto leave her, ’cause I 
think she only does it to vexand mortify me a lit- 
tle bit. Bat | kaowswhy she likes to walk with he °tis | 
not *cause of his larning, or cleverness, no, no, Mr. | 
Editor, he’s gota little place in the militia; so, you 
see, he das fine red cloaths, and his hair’s tyed be- 
hiud, and done all over with flour, and he’s got a 
swinging hat with a cockade, and carries a great | 
dagger under his arm as he walks along, so she’s | 

roud an he talks to her, 

T’other night, Mr. Editor, I was at our clubat the 
George, and, to be sure, I was somehow mightily 
cheerfuller than common ; and we being all young 
people, got talking of love and constancy, and how 
wicked it was to be false-hearted toa sweet-heart, 
which for certain it is; and so I was called upon to 
sing them a song ;now, you must know, I’m quite 
unlarned in music, and never, in al! my days, could 
sing any thing bat Lilly Bullaro, Aley Croaker, and 
three or four such like tunes, as I’ve no voice for 
your fine airs ; but thioks[! let me try if I can’t make 
a little song about the affair between I and Jenny 
(for that’s my sweet-heart’s name) so, though to be 
eure | was a little fluster’d I struck upto the tune 
of Lilly Bullaro, and sung the words which I’ve sent 
you, and which, dear Mr. Editor. if you be a Chris- 
iain-sweel-natur’d man, (asl takes you to be) I hope 
you will put it in your next Magazine, and I knows 
she'll read it, as she always takes in your paper, 
and doats on all sortsof verses, and mayhap it may 
melt her, and make her tenderer-hearted to me, and 
then I'm sure I'll pray for yon as longas I live, as 
indeed I ought to do. 

Our folks of the club were mightily pleas’d, and 
encor’d and clapt me monstrously ; but indeed I 
didu’t tell them it was a song of my own making : 
they thonght, as how, J took it out of a book, only 
changing the name and place. Nobody knows noth- 
ing about it, aod I’m sure, if you ever was in love 
in your life, you'l do me such apiece of sarvice as 
printing this letter with the verses. 

TIMOTHY LOVEWELL. 


SONG. 
I] say I’min love, and{ don’t tell a story, 
’Tisplain to be seen how dejected I’m grown, 
And who shouldit be for but dear Jenny Dorry, 
Whose heart is, I fear, near as hard as a stone. 


This fair damsel she dwelis near Guildford in Surry, 
And is known by the name ofthe delicate maid ; 
Odds zooke when I see her, I’m all ina flurry, 

i ne’er shall possess her I’m sorely afraid. 


Won’t you pity me, Sweetheart, is daily my cry, 
Ah ! have some compassion, and give me relief, 
For you surely must see how [ languish and sigh, 
Then love me, I beg, or you’ll kill me with grief. 


Oh! prithee,my charmer,do say that you’!l wed me, 

And soon you shall see me quite lively and gay, 

J then will forgive you the dance you have led me, 

I}] kiss you and love you all night and all day. 

8. T. 

On Tuesday, the solemn sentence of the law,Death, 
was pronounced by Judge Story on Perry Anthony, 
convicted at the last term of the Circuit Court of 
the U. 8. of a murder on board an American ves- 
se] in the Bay of Honduras. The day appointed 
for hie execution is the 2ist December next. 


MISS TASTY TO MISs BETSY EVERGREEN. 


Well, Betsy, what sxy you to a wedding? I be- 


lieve there is one in our family very near at band. 


Have you sagacity enough to guess the parties? 
Even Lord Moreton and yoar little friend. Bat not 
a word ofthis forthe world. Itis to be quite a 
stolen march, ‘lhe day after to-morrow Tam to meet 
him ia Church Lane, step into a chais®, whirl away for 
Richmond, and there the parsow makes us one. O 
how hadpy shall lhe! Lady Moreton / what masic 
is in the sound! Be sure, Belsy. do not forget to al- 
ter my address. 1 cannot now positively acquaint 
you where to direct, but as soon as! am settled, 
will write to you again. 

When my dear lord first proposed my going off with 
him, I wavin a thousad trowbles concening my: 
cloaths, which, smart enough for a farmers daughter, 
[ knew would cut but a so-so figure inthe character 
of his bride. I hinted my sentiments on the subject, 
and he generously bid me take no thonght abont 
them, but slipped into my hand a note of fifty pounds, 
and begged [ would dispose of it as I thought proper 
in our road thro? London. Such a sum, my dear, 
will buy an immense number of pretty things. I 
haye been taking down in my pocketbook what will 
be absolutely necessary to my firstappearance. See 
the inventory as it lays before me— 

‘A white lutestring night-gown, and white sattin 
petticoat. A muslin gown, and pink Persian coat. 
A dark silk, and two or three morning dresses.”* — 
These, with the addition of hat, cloak. cans, linen, 
&c. &c. willnearly employ the whole. But when 
the nuptial benediction is passed, I shall have it in 
my power to increase my wardrobe. Fanny knows 
not a word of the affair, but both she and my mama 
have remarked, that within this week my _ spirits 
have beenraised akey above their usual height — 
reason good ifthey knew al!. How I enjoy the sur- 
prise they will be in, when a footman, in new livery, 
presents them a letter from my lady-hip, toacqnant 


them of our stolen wedding —’’Maried !” cries papa. 


‘Aye, and to a lord too ! say: mamma—*'I always 
told you the girl was born to noble fortune !” 

“I declare,” cries Fanny, ‘told Dame Ashby isa 
witch! She alwayssaid that Kitty would ride in her 
coach ; and it was but a week ago that she shewed 
her the horses in her cup!” 

So she did, Betsy, and if there is any such thing 
as true fortune-tellers, that old hag is surely one.— 

I have often and often stole out of an evening to 
make her throw the cards, and whenever | did, she 
used to tell me of jewels and finery and described 
tome a tall young gentleman in purple cloaths, 
which certainly must mean Lord Moreton, for I 
know no other that wears that colour. Besides, last 
Midsummer-eve, when I put a snail upon the dough- 
trough in the bake house, it wrote as perfect an M. 
as ever you beheld. 

Well, *tis strange | vow to Cupid! But marriages 
they say are made in heaven, and whatever our sit- 
uations, fate will prevail. I am so fullef my ex- 
pected happiness, that I forgot to tell you of an ac- 
cident that has happened in the village. 

You knew farmer Worthy: his cottage has been 
blown down by the late winds, and himself and twe 
little grandsons buried in the rubish. I hear the 
old man was taken out alive, but he died immedi- 
ately afterwards, and his son, but a few days before, 
took it into his head to enlist fora soldier, so poor 
Ella was left to shift entirely for herself. 

Lord Fitzwilliam and the ladies chanced to be 
walking that way at the time the accident happen- 
ed, and taking pity on her distress, took her home 
with them, and it is reported that she is to be sent 
to London to wait upon his lordship’s aunt. Now as 
I am going to be married, [should have liked her 
much to have attended on myself: butthen she is so 
pretty, my lord might, perhaps, have taken a Jike- 
ing te her, and that vou know, would net have 
been altogether so agreeable ; so believe, upon the 
whole, the girl is better where she is, for if that 
had been the case, I should have kept her but a 
very short time. 


I must now leave off writing, for it is past fou 
o’clock, and at five I promised to meet my lover 
in the yew walk. 

Adieu, Betey ; depend on hearing from me again 
very soon, aud believe me yonr’s. K. TASTY. 


SINGULAR CASE OF SUSPENDED ANIMATION, 


A European Medical Journal relates the following 
case, communicat-d by M. Borquet, head surgeon to 
the hospitals of Beziers; ‘1 was calied,” says he, 
‘to visit a boy nearly eight years old, who exhibited 
the following symptoms. As soon as the sun appears 
upon the horizov, | was toldhe dies, and at sun. 
set he again sesuscitates. | wished to see this my- 
iseif, and ia consequence,! remained with him until 
16 o'clock in the morning. He slept very tranquilly, 
lawaked him, made him speak, and amused him 
til the sun began to rise. It was in winter. The 
young invalid, who was up to that moment, very 
gay, then said to me—Now, Sir, the sickness seizes 
me ; and he lay down upon the bed, whenl saw 
him wearing all the appearance of death. He had 
no sensible respiration,no pulse, no motion of the 
heart, no feeling even through the child was pricked, 
The bedy remained extremely cold for at least two 
hours, after which the cold diminished, without, 
however ceasing entirely, and the only apparent 
sign of life was a convulsive movement of the right 
eye-lid. [ forcibly raised one of the arms, and it re- 
mained in the upright position ; one of the jegs, also, 
the members were like soft wax that takes every 

impression. He remained thas without ‘swallowin 

any thing, till the sun had disappeared from the 
horizon, when he recovered his senses by degrees, 
and rose without any symptom that could indicate 
his having been ill, This singular patient bad al- 
ready had ten similar paroxysms. His cure was 


effected by'portioas of kina and sublimate zinc.”— 
N.Y. Observer. 


weer 


A Boxing Martcn, on the plan of the London 
school, has lately taken place in the vicinity of New- 
York, between an Englishman and an Irishman. The 
National Advocate thus notices this disgraceful 
business :— 

‘I shall call ene Tug, and the other Rag. It was 
a beautiful set-to—Tag has most bone, but Rag most 
muscle—They sparred and fought shy elegantly for 
thirty seconds, when Raghit Tag on the sneeser, 
which threw him off his under-standings. Tag re- 
covered, and planted a well-directed hit on Rag’s 
bread basket, which took nearly all the wind ont of 
his mill, and he fell—but rose in a twinkling, and 
they flourished for six seconds, by my stop watch. 
Rag put in a dreadful blow in Tag’s left peeper,which 
closed his day-book. Tag returned the compliment, 
by rattling the :vory, inthe neighbourhood of Rag’s 
nose—by this time, the claret began to flow copiously. 
Tag suffered severely, but would not blow-ow: ; and, 
after forty-two rounds, Rag came off victorius, and 
threw a somerset over the ropes. It was a beautiful 
fight, strike me speechless! Tag has his knowledge. 
box cnt up, and both peepers in mourning—the bridge 
of his nose broke, and two ribs staved in. 


——enee (000106 Coe —— 
OCOMMUNZOATIONS: 


FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
BOSTON, AND ITS VICINITY. 
‘‘NATURA ! QUAM TE COLIMUS,”” 


Those who have ever passed over South Boston 
Bridge, must have been forcibly struck with the en- 
chanting scenery there presented, both from the 
country ana from the city. On the one hand rises the 
proudest monuments of architecture, thickly hud- 
dled together, forming one grand pile, variegated 
with all the perfection of art. The stately and mwag- 
nificent State-house, with its lof&y dome towering 
high in the heavens, overlooking the tasteful build- 
ings below ; together with the slim painted spires of 
sacred buildings thickly set in every part of the pc. 
ninsula, presents to the beholder a scene unrivalled 
in any place this side the Atlangic. On the right 
of this dense mass of buildings, lays a harbour chal- 
lenging alldiscription. Imagination can add nothing 
to this enchanting spot. Every thing that fancy 
could ever cull up iv its most ideal anticipations, is 
here presented in the giow of sublime reality. Sa- 
tiety would never bave an advocate were all crea- 
tion a rival for th’s delightful view. Art here even 
ia the bosom of the deep, contributes no leas to our 
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pleasure then in the town above. At one view 
may be seen many hundreds of the proudest ships that 
navigate the waters of the mighty deep many part 
of the globe. From this spot, also, can be seen 
many hardy seaman, pursuing with a laudable eag- 
erness their honorable calling, while their hearty and 
exhilerating cry as they haul the rope, seems to have 
more agency in moving the weight, than all their 
exertion of body. Nor will the several wharves es- 
cape notice, particularly Long and Central, as the 
lower ends extend far into the bay, seeming to lay 


upon the mirror-like surface of the water like aj; 


mighty barge; while at the sides will be seen many 
ships of various nations loading and unloading the 
rich products of our own as well as foreign climes. 
In addition to all this, as the eye surveys this beauti- 
ful bay, its placid surface will be seen speckled over 
with every variety of boats, seeking either pleasure 
or business. Continuing our observation still down 
the bay, a large group of beautiful islands will ar- 
rest the attention, but no one more than that on 
which is built Fort Independence. This island on 
every side, presents its whitened walis, speaking se- 
curity to the city, and bidding Wefiance to our ene- 
mies. Here can be seen the stately tread of the 
cautious sentinel, moving to and fro with his polished 
arms, as it reflects in redoubled brilliancy the light of 
heaven. To the left, and neasly opposite to this, 
will be seeu Fort Warren ; the very place where but 
a few years since, many of our trembling military 
learnt the noble science of war. Many other islands 
will meet our view displaying the luxarient growth 
ofthe elm and poplar, surrounding a solitary dwel- 
ling, in which resides some lonely being sole lord of 
his miviature world. Still lower down, will be seen 
jising the massy light-house, exhibiting its cane-like 
shape and white walls, ‘ like a giant in a winding- 
sheet.” Beyond this will be seen nothing but the 
wide expanse of the Atlantic. 

* O thou vast ocean! ever-sounding sea! 

Thou symbol of a drear immensity! 

Thy voiée is like the thunder, and thy sleep 

Isas a giant’s slumber, loud and deep. 

Ob! wonderful thou art great element; 

And fearful in the spleeny humours bent, 

And lovely in repose ; thy summer form 

Is beauiiful.”’ 


Bearing stil! father to the right, the eye will meet 
the heights of South Boston, upon the tops of which 
wili be seen two Forts presenting the avpardonable 
negligence of security and peace, in the preparations 
for war, and should the beholder find history a little 
barren on this head, he may to fill up the blank, sing, 

Johnny Buil beware, 

Keep at proper distance, 

Else we'll make you slaiz 

At our firm resistance. 
Let us alone, &c. 

Beneath these has recently sprung into existence a 
little struggling village. The overgrown population 
of the city, has induced many of our enterprising cit- 
izens to seek in this place, a ‘local habitation ;? and 
whether or not they carried a ‘name,’ its elegance 
proves they did money. 

Finally, turn your back upon the city, and take a 
view of the surrounding country; here satiate all 
yourcuriosity with its beautiful imagery, but reader, 
foronce be advised, turn in haste from the scene, 
lest so many beauties may intoxicate thy brain, the 
consequence of which may be, instead of taking a 
longitudinal you will take a tranverse direction over 
the railing, and find yourself * hail fellows well met,’ 


among the finny tribes. P.W.L. 


—— VM —— 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE: 
TO COUSIN JIM. 

Boston, Oct. 23, 1824. 
Dear Covsin,—When I come down to this great 
city, you wanted me to write you an account of all 
I saw that was curious and strange. So | take the 
present opportunity to write you. By George, you 
never saw such lots of big houses in all your days, 
and so many steeples as there is in Boston, lifting 
their towering heads to the clouds, and i suppose | 
sometimes above ’em 
I have been toati the museums and the theatre, | 
but the best show I have seen since I came here, is | 


the Brighton Cattle Show, | started at about 9| of the most pernicious habits alad cau acquire. | 97. 


is lavished upon the idle diversions of the stage. 
But the waste of money is by no means the 
‘worst evil. 
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o'clock in the morning on a most elegant horse, 
which | should think was about thirty hands high, 
such a horse as was never seen in our town, We 
arrived ia Brighten, that is the horse and I, in 15 
minates, although he appeared to go only upon his 
ordinary trot. { should judge we passed five or six 
thousaud chases on the road, the most beautiful ever 
mortal eyes beheld, no more like onr old chaise at 
home, than that is ike a pig stye. But oh: the 
scene that presented itself on our arrival at Brigh- 
ton, (i, e the horse and 1) it is beyond all descrip- 
tion. About a thousand elegant tents were pitched 
upon the field, in which were tables loaded with 
every delicacy the country affords. Gigantic dishes 
heaped with baked beans met the eye in every quar- 
ter, while enormous legs of bacon, beautifully gar- 
nished with green sprigs, and adorned with rich 
black patches of pepper, appeared to smile upon the 
passing traveller. And such cigars! lord, we have 
none such our way; they were full nine inches long 
if you'll believe me. Into one of these delectable 
pavillions, | stepped and refreshed myself upon a 
dish ofthe most delightful beans you ever tasted, 
and a glass of the most fascinating gin toddy of A- 
mericao manufacture, after which I topped off with 
ene of the most beautiful and longest cigars in 
Brighton. Among an assemblage of about 30,000 
people, | could not see one countenance, but were 
a look of the brightest joy. I now by arinvitation of 
all the chief people concerned in the show (who 
waited on me bya deputation atthe door of my tert) 
visited the different pens were the cattle were kept. 
There were 3or 4000 of the most amiable Bulls my 
‘eyes ever beheld, and a fost of the loveliest cows. 
The hogs and pigs were charming beyond concep- 
tion, and their bristles glittering with all the glories 
of anoon day sun, rendered the appearanee sttiking- 
ly spiendid. Indeed they were the most magvificent 
hogs | ever beheld. The oxen were prodigious ! 
weighing from 10 te 15000 lbs. on the hoof. Bat 
now | come to the greatest sight of all. The great 
stone pillar for the U. S B. Bank in State Street, 
itis all in one piece, and Pompey’s pillar or the 
Morument in London were foois to it. Heavens ! 
what a block of stone! 120 tons in weight. Yes 
Jim, 120 tons, Only think of that now. I wish 
cousin Peggy could see—Drawn by 450 yoke of ox- 
ean Jim—450 yoke I tell you, and drawn upon 
wheels 100 feet in diameter—think of that Jim. If 
you could only have seen it make its entre iato Bos- 
ton—and heard the enthusiastic shouts, and seen 
the hundreds of thousands of spectators, and marked 
the frightful rocking andreeling of the buildings as 
it passed. O! marvelessimo! marvelessimus. I have 
told you ali Jim, and all true *pon honor. 

Adieu, LUTHER LONGBOW. 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
THEATRICAL. 


Nothing perhaps contributes more to create 
loose habits in youth, than the fascinations of 
theatrical performances. Such is the power 
that such performances acquire over the warm 
and susceptible youthful imagination, that after 
once getting a taste, they are never Satisfied 
until by continued repetitions of the dramatic 
feast, their appetite becomes completely sati- 
ated. All the money arising from their little 
perquisites, if they be apprentices, is squan- 
dered at the theatre, but were it not for this 
source of extravagance, the money thus wasted, 
might be saved for future exigences, and in 
many places, might it be applied to the assist- 
ance of indigent parents. But let a youth be 
once drawn into the vortex of theatrical amuse- 
ments, and he has ne theught of the future, and 
be his parents ever so indigent, they need look 
for no assistance from bim, for all he acquires, 
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The youth is gradually led to | 
prefer jate hours to early ones, which is one 
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After being at the theatre one or two nightsin 
the week, untill 11 o’clock, he feels no inclina- 
tion on non play nights, to retire to bed at the 
wholesome hour of 9, and bis home where 
there are perhaps, not more t han two or three 
inmates, seems to him duil and unanimaied. 
Therefore any place is more agreeable to 
him than home, and he resorts to some public 
room or shop, where he can meet his compan- 
ions, and waste the time in talking of the last 
nights play and smoking and drinking. Furth- 
ermore, after sitting in a theatre five or six 
hours, he becomes fatigued—he needs the re- 
freshmentofsleep immediately, but generally 
resorts to some bar-room te take a glass of 
brandy, the love of which, very likely will 
grow upon him, more imperceptibly than love 
of theatricals. Every parent can judge whether 
this picture be-exaggerated, and every parent 
can likewise foresee the melancholy result of 
dramatic exhibitions. X..Y.Z. 
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At the marriage of Monsier the Count d’Artios the 
city of Paris agreed to distribute nrarriage portions. 
A smart littie girl at the age ofsixteen, named Lise 
Norin, having presented herself to iascribe her name 
on the list, was asked who was her lover? **Oh !”’ 
said she with great simplicity, “1 have vo lover, 
i thought the city furnished every thing”? This be- 
ing told to the Count, a worthy, husband was sought 
out for the girl, and her marrid&e portion doubled. 


a 


BOSTON 8 
SATURDAY EVENING, Ocr. 23, 1824. 
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The immense granite pillars intended for the por- 
tico of the U. S. Branch Bank in this city, arrived 
here yesterday aftemmoon in six days from Chelms- 
ford. Such was the interest excited to see it pass 
through ' Washington-street, that the windows cf 
many of the houses were as thickly thronged with 
ladies, as if it were some splendid military parade. 
It was indeed an interesting sight, tostand at a dis- 
tance and see the deuse crowd that filled the street , 
and the enormous wheels of the carriage which bore 
the column towering high above their heads, with a 
man sitting upon the top of the machine, might re- 
mind one of the awful ear of Juggernaut made to 
crush the human victims of India under its ponder- 
ous wheels. The weight of this immense pillar is 
estimated at nineteen tons, and the weight of the 
carriage is Stons. [t was drawninto the city by. 
J4 yoke of oxen. 
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| Lonnon, Sept.14. 

We have just received an express from Paris, an~ 
nouncing the death of the King of France. 

He will be succeeded by his brother the Count d 
Artos, under the title of ChariesX. The new king 
mounts the throne ata goodage, as he cannot be 
less than 65 years of age. He is a rigid monarchist. 
and a bigot in religion; and the clergy will rejoice 
on his coming to the throne. His health is good.. 
The next in succession is the Duke d’Angouleme, 
who married the daughter of the unfortunate Louis 
16th. 

The 21st Dec. is appointed Thanksgiving Day in 
Massachusetts. 

We understand that the celebrated Senor Huerta, 
unrivalied as a performer on the Spanish Guitar, has 
arrived in this city, and is expeeted to give a Concert. 

230 53 were collected at the Park-street Cnurch 
on Sunday evening last, for the Fatherlezs and 
Widows’ Society. 

TO OUR PATRONS. 

Suhscribers to the Weekly Magazine, who do not 
wish to preserve a file, are respectfully informed, 
that if they will be so obliging as to return the fol- 


| lowing Nos. they shall receive a liberal compensation 


jor thea.—viz Nos. 2—-3-—5—9-- 12—18— 
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‘ Yes, frem my heart ;’ ‘why then we have been 
uuder 

A sad mistake indeed ;’ and soon "tis said, 

The fiddle case was tumbled out of bed, 


No more two faith ful hearts to keep asunder. 
N. M, 





———_ 


= Messrs. Eprrors,—I send you a letter from Queen 
Elizebeth to Shakespeare, and a copy of verses 
written by him to Ann Hatherway afterward his 
wife. The spelling is the same as -in the original. 
Please insert them in your paper. 


CABINET OF APOLLO. 


Oe es ae 
es ee -— 











FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
THE FIDDLE CASE. 





For man and wifeto live together years, Yours, &c. LEANDER. 
Without e’en sometimes getting by the ears, QUEEN ELIZABETH'S LETTER TO WILLIAM 
Would be a thing alarming and uncommon ; we SH AKESPEARE., 
He must be patient to endure such a wrong, "Wee didde receive youre prettye 
And put, at times, a bridle on his tongue, verses, 
Aad she must be a very silent woman. Saal rela William, through 
the hands 
A little sparring, sure, there is no ‘harm in, ek ere 
"Tween man and wife, since there is such a Comeplemente the onne theyre 
charm in reat excellence. 


Wee shall departe from Londonne toe 
Hamptown for the Holydayes 
where wee 
Shall expecte thee with thye beste 
Actorres 
that thou mayste playe before 
ourselfe toe 
amuse usse bee not slowe butte 
come toe 
usse by Tuesday next, asse the 
lorde 
Leicesterre willbe with usse. 
ELIZABETH R. 


Settling there differences with one another. 

Two irons in the fire the hotter grow, 

The more the blacksmith does his bellows blow, 
Till, finally, they melt and rua together. 


Those precious bick’ringso’er their bread and butter, 

Which makee the husband rage and mistress mut- 
ter, @ 

And wring her lily hands and tear her hair— 

“These are the charms of life ; for when they're over, 

And all the crockery dash’d upon the floor, 

O what a precious making up is there. 


Addressed 
For Masterre William Shakespeare 
attethe Globe bye Thames. 


I say, such little bick’rings, give a zest 

To married life, and interrupt that rest 
And ennui which always bring satiety ; 

In marriages, as in musick, now and then, 
A discord, introduc’d, helps out the strain, 
{Great masters say) by giving it variety. 


= 
VERSES TO ANNA HATHERWAYE. 
Is there inne heaven aught more rare 
Than our sweete Nymphe of Avon fare ; 
Is there onne earthe a man more true, 
Thanne Willy Shakespeare is to you. 


A Fiddler and his wife, a youthful pair, 
Contented with their home and homely fare, 
At peace with all the world and one another, 
One night began to quarrel oer a glass 

Of punch—dispate ran high, untill at last, 
He swore they would no longer sleep together. 


Though fickle fortune prove unkyade, 

Stille doth she leave herre wealthe behynde ; 
She neere the heart can forme anew, 

Nor make thy Willy’s love untrue. 


Though Age with wither’d hand doe stryke 
The form most fayre, the face mast bright, 
Rash threat—*twas difficult of execution, Stille dothe shee leave unnetouchedde and true, 
Yet both were full of rage and resolution, 
I’m sure you would have pitied had you seen em. 
"Twas difficult I said—they had but one 

Bed of their own, what else could they have done, 


They slept int, with the fiddle case between "em. 


Thy Willy’s love aude freyushype too. 


Though deathe with never faylynge blowe, 
Deathe Manne and Babe alike brynge lowe, 
Yetie doth he take naught but hys due, 
And strykes not Willy’s heart still trewe. 
But as they'd always lov’d each other dearly, ; 
She soon relented, and they both sincerely 
Lamented their past folly as they lay ; 

Yet both had too much pride, or something worse, 
They were both determin’d not to be the first, 
“To move the hated fiddle case away. 


Since thenne norre fortune, deathe nor age, 
Can faythfull Willy’s love assuage, 
Thenne doe | live ande dye forre you, 
Thy Willye syacerely ande moste trewe. 


_—_-—_— = 


FLLEN, 
THE FORSAKEN PENITENT. 


Perhapsall poetry might be fairly challenged to 
produce a passage of sweeter and simpler beauty 
than the following. It is from Wordsworth’s Excur- 
sion :— 

It was the season of sweet and budding leaves, 


Full many a sleepless night they lay perplexd, 

And sought in various ways some slight pretext 
\ For explanation, but ’twasall in vain; 

Until one night, a bold adven’trous flea 

Hopp’d on his nose, and made him cry ‘ aitchee,’ 

So lwud and shrill it made all ring again, Of days advancing tow’rd their utmost length, 
And amall birds singing to their happy mates. 
* God bless ye, husband,’ eried his better part - 
‘Dear wife," said he, ‘didst say that from thy heart?’ 


Wiid is the music of the autamaal wind 
Among the faded woods; but these blithe notes 





Strike the deserted to the heart—I speak 

Of what I know, and what we feel within.— 
Beside the cottage in which Ellen dwelt, 

Stands a tall ash-tree, to whose topmost twig 

A thrush resorts, and annually chaunts, 

-At morn and evening, from that naked perch. 
While all the undergrove is thick with leaves, 

A time-beguiling ditty, for delight 

Of his fond partner, silent in the nest. 

* Ah why,’ said Ellen, sighing to herself, 

* Why do not words, and kiss, and solemn pledge, 
And nature that is kind in woman’s breast, 

And reason that in man is wise and good, 

And fear of Him who is a righteous Judge, 
Why do not these prevail for buman life 

To keep two hearts together, that began 

Their spring-time with one love, and thathad need 
Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 

To grant or be received ; while that poor bird— 
Oh, come and hear him, thou who hast to me 
Been faithless, hear him, though a lowly creature, 
One of God’s simple children, that yet know not 
The universal parent, how he sings, 

As ifhe wished the firmament ofheaven 

Should listen, and give back to him the voice 

Of his triumphant constancy and love ; 

The proclamation that he makes, how far 

His darkness doth transcend our fickle light ! 





Parish learning.—Upon examining the accounts 
in a Village in Staffordshire, the three following cu- 
riosities appeared. One of the overseers had made 
sitly-three weeks in the year ; an item im the other 
overseers account, was for money paid in aid of the 
country rats, This caused much merriment, in which 
none joined more heartely than the constable, who 
immedintely after produced his occounts, in which 
was a Charge for holding a conquest over a man found 
dead. 








MEMOIRS OF GENERAL FAV ETTE, 
§ igo day published and for sale at this 
office, and at the several bookstores, Me- 
moirs of the Marquis de LA FAYETTE, dar- 
ing the American Revolutionary war, to which 
is appended an account of his reception into 
New-York, Boston, and te principal cities of 
New-England, with interesting anecdotes of 
that illustrious personage. Price 25 cts. 
Boston, Sept. Lith, 1824. 
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TOM AND JERRY. 
FEW copies of Tom and Jerry, for 
sale at this office. 


Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 
AMES DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 
J isc-nstantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great variety of 











LADIES’ 
Pocket-Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cases, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back ¢ammon Boards, 
&c. &e. on tbe most reasonable terms, for cash or 
credit, March 27, 
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